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Thursday, 5 February
This afternoon I went to see the young dragoon Frank Vincent.
He is in the ist Royals and home on furlough of a month from
Edinburgh after an illness. He is a fine handsome young fellow as
you shall see in a day's march. He said he was fond of Burns, and I
read aloud to him Burns* Epistle to a young friend, Andrew Aiken.
Friday, 6 February
To-day the papers brought us good news from Cape Coast Castle.
Sir GarnetWolseiey was within a march of Coomassie. The King
of Ashantee had sent in his submission and agreed to pay the .£200,000
demanded by Sir Garnet.
As I crossed the Common on my way home a form loomed
through the thick mist, a labouring man going home from his work,
and a voice halloed, 'Stop there till I see who you be. Is that Mr.
Frank Kilvert?' It was poor George Bourchier staggering along the
worse for drink. I took his hand. 'George,' I said sadly and gently,
'you have had too much.' *I have, Sir,' he said. 'God forgive me. I
cry about it night and morning. I will try to leave it off. God bless
you.* The poor wandering sheep.
Saturday, St Valentine's Day
This afternoon I went to see Frank Vincent, the handsome young
Dragoon, once more before he leaves to rejoin his regiment, the
ist Royals at Edinburgh. He is a noble young soldier and singularly
attractive and lovable.
Monday, 16 February
Greatly troubled by the licentiousness of the school children,
especially Harriet Ferris, Mary Grimshaw and Lucy Halliday.
Friday, 20 February
Visited old John Hatherell the sawyer. He began sawing for the
Manor the year my great-grandmother old Madame Ashe died in
1823,more than half a century ago, and he has been at the call of the
Manor ever since. He had known sore hardships, he said, when the
bread was so very dear and he was bringing up a large family. Often
he had worked all day up to his knees in water and gone to bed
hungry that his children might have bread, and he thought they
always had enough.

